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MARIA ARNOLD. 
(Continued from page 158.) 

HERE, ina little time, I recover- 
ed some calmness of mind, and Arnold, 
taking me by the hand, desired me to 
collect all my fortitude. “I go to bury 
my Maria,” he said, ** but let not the 
murmurings of discontent break in up- 
on the sacred rite: to Providence, not 
to us, the chastenings of mortality are | 
given.” Having said this, he quitted 
the room, and giving orders for the 
procession, proceeded to the church. 
In a few minutes the coffin was carried 
out upon the green; it was covered 
with black velvet, over which was 
thrown a pall of white satin, and here 
half a dozen young women, dressed in 
black with white sashes, supported it, 
whilst as many in the same habit walk- 
ed two and two before, and the like 
number behind it. ‘They sung a dirge 
adapted to the occasion, and with slow 
and solemn steps went forward to the 
church. ‘he whole village followed, 
and never was sorrow better painted 
than in the features of this mournful 
groupe. [I loitered at a little distance, 





| claimed ; 





absorbed in the melancholy of my own 
reflections. 

———Tlie bell 

Of death beat slow !———— 

It paused now, and now with rising knell 

Fiung to the hollow gale its sullen sound. 

The wind sighed through the yew 
trees, and the face of nature seemed to 
darken with oppressive gloom. We 
entered the church, where, after all 
things had been duly arranged, the} 
ceremony was begun. A calm resig- | 








nation was apparent in the countenance 
of Arnold: and as he pronounced the 
sublime and pathetic language of the 
service, a kind of divine enthusiasm 
lightened from his eyes. Now and 
then his speech would falter, and the 
tear would fill his eye, and I witnessed 
many an effort to suppress the tender 
emotions of his soul; but a high sense 
of the duty of his office kept within 
restriction the feelings of the father. 
He had now proceeded a considerable 
way in the service, and the corse was 
made ready to be laid into the earth, 
when suddenly the folding doors of the 
church were thrown open, and a young 
man, in mourning, rushed vehemently 
ine His aspect was hurried and wild, 
and he exclaimed in a loud but donvul- 
sive tone of voice, ** Where is my Ma- 
ria? "Mhink not to wrest her from me, 
I will see her once more, I come to die 
with thee, my love. Stand off ye inhu- 
man wretches ; off, and give me way.” 
He then broke through the crowd, which 
had opposed hin, and, seeing the coffin, 
he started some paces backwards ; 
“Help me, she is murdered!” he ex- 
‘““my gentle love is murder- 
jed!” and throwing himself on the coffin 


: he became speechless with agony. It was 


with the utmost difficulty we tore him 
from it; he struggled hard, and his eyes 
darted fire ; but at length, having libera- 
ted himself | he paused a moment ; then 


| striking his forehead with his hand, he 


muttered, ‘I will—'tis fit it should be $0,” 
and, darting furiously through the aisle, 
disappeared. —But scarce had we time 
to breathe, before he again entered, 
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THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 


dragging in a man advanced in years.| behold the prostrate worshipper, jf, 


“Come on thou wretched author of 
“ come , see | 


‘arid 
compelling him to approach the coffin, 
“see! where she| 
bleeds beneath thy ruthless arm! Gh} 
my deserted love! see’st thou not how 


my being!” he exclaimed, 


the devastation thou hast made "’ 


** Look,” he said, 


slic supplicates thy mercy! Perdition! 


But 1 will not curse thee, O my father, 
‘sal saying this 
The 
old man, in the mean time, became the 
very picture of horror: his hair stood | 
erect, his face was pale as death, and || 
he looked |) 


first upon the coffin, and then upon his }: 


{ will not curse thee ;” 
he threw himself on the coffin. 


his teeth struck each other ; 


son, and, racked with pity and remorse 
he at last burst 


‘kill not thy father.”— 


head ; “it is enough, my father 5’ 


being now more calm, we prevailed up- 


on him to arise; and Arnold, after 


some time, concluded the ceremony. 
( To be concludedin our next. ) 
itn 
ELEGANT ESSAYS AND SELECTIONS. 
Religion Universal. 

Tf there be any impression 
is formed by nature to receive, 
it is religion. 
opens to observation, he discerns in- 

vumerable marks of his dependent 
state ; he finds himself placed, by some 
superior power, ina vast world, where 
the wisdom and goodness of the Creator 
are conspicuous on every side. 
‘The magnificence, the beauty, the 
order, of nature excite him to adenient 
and adore. When he looks up to the || 
omnipotent hand which operates 
throughout the universe, he is impres- 
sed w vith reverence ; when he receives 
blessings which he cannot avoid ascrib- || 
ing to divine goodness, he is prompted 
to 5 gratitude. 

T ribes of men, without policy or laws, | 
or cities, or any of the arts of life, are 
discovered ; but no where without some 
form of religion, Tn every region we 


man 


~ 


into tears: “ Have 
compassion on me, my son!” he cried; 
“It is enough,” 
said the youth, slowly hfting up his 


? and 


which 


As soon as his ae 


| temple, the altar, and the offering, 


— + 
A LIVING CHARACTER, 

Censorious is now in his fifty-seven: 
year, blest with fortune and endowe 
with health; but, from an envious aj 
contracted heart, appears at warfay, 
with the human race. Out of humo, 
with himself, and disgusted with th: 
world, he has long retired from th 
public, and in exposing the faults of his 
neighbours and relations, seems to ep. 
joy acynical delight. His heart is , 
stranger to sympathy and affection, au 
he is mony of tasting either pleasur: 
‘or repose ; yet he has a secret satisfac. 
tion in casting a shade upon perfection, 
‘and exhibiting failings in a meridian 
‘glare. 

His family, instead of seeking his 
society, and offering those civilities his 
relationship might claim, avoid his pre- 
‘sence with as studious care, as they 
‘would a city infected with the plague. 
‘Though the heart of Censogls is in- 
‘capabl e of affection, he feels the want 
lof those attentions which cther men 
enjoy ; yet instead of correcting that 
severity which repels their kindness, 
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| share. 
| Notwithstanding the many complaints 
| against the calamities of life, it is cer- 
tain that more constant uneasiness ari- 
ses from ill temper than ill fortune ; and 
the man who embitters his days by the 
‘indulgence of spleen, can have no right 
to murmur at the decree of heaven. 
|Censorious is continually complaining 
} ‘of his connections , and lamenting the 
‘want of that silictinin he etnies not 
| how: to gain; but let him learn to 
cherish tenderness towards mankind, 
before he repines at a deficiency of it 
sonia himself. 
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QUESTION, 

| If the possession of wit naturally ex- 
| cluded beauty, or beauty naturally eX- 
! ‘cluded wit, which would be most de- 
|| sirable ? LUCINDA. 





each day adds something to the former. 
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ANSWER. 
[It appears to me, that wit without 
peauty 1s more desirable than beauty 
without wit, for two reasons, viz. first, 
because intellectual gratifications affords 


Vdowe@l, higher pleasure than those of sense ; 
DUS andl nd secondly, because the admiration 
Vartan ised by wit is excited anew by every 


UMoy 






new sally, and consequently is always 


AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 





ith thi increasing, whereas that which mere 
M the beauty inspires, is liable to be soon sa- 
Of his tiated and exhausted, by being confined 
to en. to one invariable object, the graces of 
t is fi which are all seen at first view, and in 
1, andMM@ which time can discover no successive 
‘aSuref/ variety of new alterations ; for unless 
iStac. Mm the object of our passion continues to 
ction, #™ charm, that passion will never be per- 
idian gg manent. 
——=2 + ee 
{ his AMBITION. 
> his Is an Ignis Fatuus, a blazing meteor, 
pre-f™ which attracts by its splendour, the 
they JM {ootsteps of the traveller, and frequent- 
rue, ly leads him into difficulties from which 
in- ™ he is uflable to extricate himself. There 
‘ant J are some who by the favour of fortune, 
nen J have attained the object of their ambi- 
hat §% tion, but are they on that account bles- 
‘ss, J sed with a larger portion of felicity 
rer, than they possessed before ? is the man 
who has obtained the name of a con- 
its ® queror at the expense of the lives of 


r- — thousands, or he who has accumulated 
j- JF wealth by the oppression of the wretch- 
id # ed, in possession of more happiness 
ye J than the labourer who earns a scanty 
it JF subsistence by the sweat of his brow ? 


1, JF No—remorse is their inseparable com- 
» — panion and the cries of the innocent, 
: whom they have*wronged, for ven-| 


geance, will forever haunt their imagi- 
nation: while the cottager on his bed 
of straw, blessed with a sense of con- 
sclous*innocence and rectitude, enjoys 


peaceful and refreshing slumber, they | 


reclining on their beds of down, in vain 
seck for repose; for if exhausted na- 


ture sinks to sleep, such horrid forms | 


present themselves to their fancy, and 
torture their imagination, that they 
awake in all the agony of remorse, ard 
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every succeeding day they experience 
the torments of a guilty conscience. 
‘The labourer when he returns from his 
daily toil enjoys his brown crust more 
than they do the greatest dainties, and 
the fatigue of the day yields him the 
pepe of the most profound sleep— 


«¢ Like the gay birds that sing him to repose 
‘«* Content and careless of to-morrow’s fate.— 
oo on 
When the celebrated Beau Nash was ill, 
Dr. Cheyness wrote a prescription for him. 
The next day the doctor coming to see his pa- 
tient, enquired if he had followed his prescrip- 
tion? ** No Dr. said Nash,” if I had, I should 
have broke my neck, for it was blown out of a 
two pair of stairs window.” 
—2— +o 
An illiterate grocer, having an empty cask to 
dispose of, placed it at his door, and wrote on 
it, with chalk, ‘for sail.” A waggish school 
boy passing by, perceiving the mistake of the 
storekeeper, wrote underneath, ** For freight 
or passage apply at the bung- hole.” 
-_—2 +o 
As a countryman was sowing his field, two 
London bucks happened to be riding by, one 
of whom, thinking to make fun of the old put 
(as they stiled him) called out to him, ‘* Weil 
honest countryman it is you that sow, but it is 
we that reap the fruit.’—*‘* Mayhap it may be 
so, master,” quoth the countryman ; “ there’s 
many a true word spoken in jest, J am sowing 
hemp.” 
— 2 +o 
Three gentlemen being at a tavern, whose 
names were More, Strange, and Wright; said 
the last, there is but one knave in company, 
and that is Strange’ Yes, answered Strange, 
there is one More; Ah! said More, that’s 
Wright. 
wes et re 
Dryden and Otway lived opposite to each 
other in Queen-street. Otway coming home 
one night, chalked upon Dryden’s door, ** Here 
lives Sohn Dryden, he isa wit.’ Dryden knew 


way’s door, ** Here lives Tom Otway,———he 
is opfo—site.” 
——e + 
Count Tracey complaining to Foote, that a 
man had ruined his character, ‘* So much the 
better,” replied the wit, *‘ for it was a very 
bad one, and the sooner it was destroyed, the more 
to your advantage.” 
-——8 1 oo 
A citizen reading the congressional proeeed- 
ings, noticed the paragraph “ the members 
present were then qualified and took their 
seats.” Remarked, that he was glad they 
qualified the members at Washington, for he 
was sure those from some of the districts stood 
‘much in need of it.” 
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his hand writing, and next day chalked on Ot-- 
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At an examination of the Young Ladies Academy ; 





while the trustees were distributing premiums to 
such as excelled, a little bird flew into the school 
and was taken, when it was proposed to give the 
bird as a prize, or to let it go as the Young La- 
dies might determine. On being put to the vote, 
liberty was unanimously accorded the bird, on 
which occasion the following lines were written. 
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| To cast their duddy claise awa’ 


When they twin bare ; 

Their thraldom aften is na sma’ 
Ere they get mair. 

Ance on a day I was right vain 

To countenance thee as my ain, 

And to protect the from thee rain 
Wr’ jerkin blue, 

That stormy weather might na stain 
Thy glossy hue. 

Corroding Time! thy tooth devours 

The brazen walls of massy towers, 

And levels potentates and powers 
To low estate ; 


As late a beauteous bird did stray, 
The fields of liquid air among, 
He chanc’d to spy upon his way, 
Of little girls a classic throng. 
And saw, as ev’ry scholar rose, 
Her store of learning to display, 
That premiums were adjudg'd to those 
Who best deserv’d to wear the bay. 
The lovely bird of golden plume, 
Delighted with the sweet design, 
Bursts on the academic room, 
And does—himself a prize resign. 
A while he fiutters on the glass, 
And soon expects a mistress fair ; 
But hears exulting, every lass, 
For freedom’s sacred rights declare. 
None there were found who lov’d to keep, 
A bird so good in galling chain : 
For hist’ry taught them how to weep, 
Over fell oppression’s iron reign. 
Fair knowledge not to them in vain, 
Had open’d wide her lib’ral page : 
They knew not how to sport with pain ; 
They lov’d not music from a cage. 
Themselves adorn’d with classic bays, 
With freedom they the wand’rer crown: 
And now, amid the groves, his lays 
Proclaim afar their just renown. 
Oft as they thro’ the woods prolong, 
Their morning or their evening walk ; 
For them he tunes his artless song, 
Or listens to their harmless talk. 
His ev’ry strain he does compose, 
To learning and to freedom’s praise : 
One he to the other owes, 
And both now dignify his lays. 
i + ee 
TO MY AULD COAT, 
Farewell! Farewell! long hast thou worn, 
Though thread-bare, clouted now, and torn, 
A trusty servant, ’een and morn, 
To me thou’st been ; 
And gratefu’ still I winna scorn, 
My guid auld frien’. 
A bield thou wast in stormy weather ; 
And mony a blast we’ve brav’d together ; 
And mony atime did I consider, 
With dowie mane, 
What way I would procure anither, 
When thou wast gane. 
I ne’er was fond of being braw, 
And poets maunna often fa’ 


Nor strength nor beauty here insures 

A better fate. 
Since the best things decay and rot, 
Need I repine that my auld coat, 
Is doom’d to share the common lot, 

And yieid to time: 
Like it I soon shall be forgot, 

For. a’ my rhyme. 

e+ oe 
To the memory of Miss Nancy Sproat, who tied 
of the Yellow Fever, in Philadelphia, 1793. 
Sweet social shade! while friendship brings 
| Its plaintive numbers ; like the dove, 
| Swilt fancy soars on ardent wings 
| To view thy bliss where all is love. 
| Here, sweetly hast thou tuned the lyre, 
_ And softer for thy voice it seemed, 
| What melting strains thy views inspire ; 
Among the grateful throng redeemed ! 
When blest with their celestial skill, 
O! may I aid the song of praise, 
A Saviour’s wondrous Love be still— 
The sweetest note our rapiures raise ! 
Amicus. 








EPIGRAMS. 
|, Upon some hasty errand Tom was sent, 


|| And met the parish curate as he went ; 
| But just like what he was, a sorry clown, 

| It scems Tom pass’d him with acover’d crown. 
| The gown’man stop’d, and turning, sternly said; 
| i doubt my lad your far worse taught than fed, 
| Why aye! says Tom, still jogging on, that’s true: 
Thank God, he feeds me? but I’m taught by you. 


4 
| -——~ ¢ ee - 





EPITAPH ON A DRUNKARD, 
Here lies poor Dick, depriv’d of breath, 
A jolly tippling sot ; 
Whose acts agreed in life and death, 
For now he’s gone to pot. 
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Twelve and a half cents per month, payable 
quarterly in advance, by Tuomas G. Conpre, 
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chants Coffee house, Mr. R. Desilver’s Book- 
store, No. 294, Market-street, and at Mr. J. 
| Bioren’s Book-store, No. 88, Chesnut-street. 
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